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W a l i d  B i t a r
Our Lady of th e  
Iguanas
“ ...and w h a t so e v e r  Adam cal led  e v e r y  l iv ing  c re a tu r e ,  
t h a t  was  th e  n a m e  t h e r e o f . ”— Gen. 2:19
The  iguana  d o e s n ’t k n o w  it ta s tes  l ike  c h ick e n ,  
d o e s n ’t k n o w  I im a g in e  it c i r c l i n g  m y  palapa,  
f l app ing  its w in g s  l ike  a b a t— I k n o w  
iguanas  c a n ’t fly, but I n e e d  t h e i r  h o s t i l i ty  
to w o rk  mysel f  up for t h e  t e r r o r  solo.
I a te  an iguana  n o t  so lo n g  ago.
T h e r e  s blood on m y  hands.  I’ve b een  b u r y in g  sand 
in m y  head  (my sandbag)— it w e ig h s  m e  d o w n
w i th  ideas: "pin monarchs and beetles and flies 
to the ground,” it says, "they're your surrogate retinas.
Focus the sun onto them— they'll smoke, they'll burn...
I ve le a rned  all too wel l  to t r e a t  e v e ry  an im a l  
as it would  t r e a t  m e  if it m oved  in a pack, 
for w h a t  is a lady but a pack  of m e m o r i e s  
jo s t l in g  o n e  a n o t h e r  in a t i g h t  c o m p a r t m e n t ?
Gut t h e  sides of m y eyes  l ike  fumes  m y  s igh t  
c i rc les  m y  w a lk m a n  s t r a p p ed  on b ik in i  —
7 6  C u t B a n k
t i g h t  l i k e  m y  head is t i t s  and bal ls and ass—  
peop le  cal l  m e Tiresias.  Look:
m y  Xanadu sores, and p leasure  do m e  scabs 
g l o w  in  th e  dark .
M y  A d a m ’s app le  r ip p le s  w h e n  1 w h is t le ,  
teno rs  w h is t l e ,  w h e n  L u f t w a f f e  p i lo t s  crash l a n d in g  
in t h e  v id e o  v i c i n i t y  t h a t  is m y  racial  
m e m o r y  w h is t le .
Fee d in g  me is cheap;  m y  m o u t h  is m ic r o w a v e .
I keep  m y  b rushcu t  sharp e n o u g h  to shave 
legs w i t h — i t ’s a 10 b i l l i o n  le gged  w o r ld .
T h e re  are t im e s  a b rus hc u t  is useful.  1 l i k e  cuts.
T he  G o ths  spoke o f  angels.  I speak o f  cuts.
I c u t  m y s e l f  to be m o re  l i k e  I ’ l l  be—
af te r  I c u t  myse l f .  I cou ld  scream.
C u t  B a n k
